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and the house was very quiet. Michael was continually
looking at his watch.
" Where do you think she's got to ? " said Soames, at
last.
" Haven't an idea, sir; that's the worst of London, it
swallows people up."
He had begun to fidget; Soames, who also wanted to
fidget, was thinking of saying: " Don't! " when from the
window Michael cried :
" Here she is ! " and went quickly to the door.
Soames sat on, with the Chardin resting against his
chair.
They were a long time out there ! Minute after minute
passed, and still they did not come.
At last Michael reappeared. He looked exceedingly
grave.
" She's in her little room up-stairs, sir. I'm afraid it's
upset her awfully. Perhaps you wouldn't mind going
up."
Soames grasped the Chardin.
" Let's see, that's the first door on the left, isn't it ? "
He mounted slowly, his mind blank, and without waiting
for her to answer his mild knock, went in.
Fleur was sitting at the satinwTood bureau, with her
face buried on her arms. Her hair, again in its more
natural c bob,' gleamed lustrously under the light. She
seemed unconscious of his entry. This sight of private
life affected Soames, unaccustomed to give or receive
undefended glimpses of self, and he stood, uncertain.
Had he the right to surprise her, with her ears muffled
like that, and her feelings all upset ? He would have gone
out and come in again, but he was too concerned. And,
moving to her side, he put his finger on her shoulder, and
said :